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thrown from the Cabinet forward into the room, one end is held within the Cabinet at about two or three feet above the floor, and from under the extreme opposite edge, where it rests on the floor, some white tulle is slowly protruded, a very little at first, but gradually more and more is thrust out, until there is enough there to permit the Spirit, who has crept out from the Cabinet under the black cloth and has been flbusy pushing out the white tulle, to get her head and shoulders well within the mass, when she rises swiftly and gracefully, and the dark cloth is drawn back into the Cabinet. I always want to applaud it; it is charming.
On one occasion, a Spirit tried this pretty mode of materialization, not directly in front of the Cabinet, but at the side quite close to where I sat. The Cabinet was merely a frame to which were attached black muslin or cloth' curtains, and a Spirit can emerge at the side quite as conveniently as in front. Unfortunately this time, through some heed-lessness, the Spirit did not creep out of the frame-work with sufficient care, and some portion of her garments must have caught when she was only on her knees. I never shall forget the half-comic, half-appealing, feminine glance as her eyes looked up into mine, when she was only partially materialized and some plaguey nail had caught her angel robe. It was very hard not to spring to her assistance; but such gallantry would have been excessively ill-timed, so I was forced to sit still while the poor animula, vagula, blandula,woTke& herself free and arose unfettered by my side.
Perhaps this is as fitting a place as any to mention the test whereby I have tried the Spirits who have come to me.
As this same lovely Spirit arose and looked graciously down on me and held out her hands in welcome, I arose also to my feet, and peering anxiously into her face, asked, ' Is this Olivia ?' ' Yes,' she softly murmured in reply. Then ensued the following conversation which I reproduce as faithfully as I can. It was broken off once by the Spirit's retiring into the Cabinet, but resumed when she again appeared to me.
'Ah, Olive dear, how lovely of you to materialize! Did you really want to come back ?' 'Very much, of course,' she answered. ' And do you remember the sweet years of old ?' * All of them/ she whispered. * Do you remember/1 continued, * the old oak near Sumner-place?' [A happy hit, in the longitude of Boston! ] ' Yes, indeed, I do/ was the low reply, as her head fell gently on my shoulder. 'And do you remember, Olive dear, whose names were carved on it ?' Yes; ah, yes!' ' Oh,. Olive, there's one thing I want so much to ask you about. Tell me,